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COURTING MISS CONGO. 

Tue centre of Africa is the centre of a 
good deal of attraction just now among the 
potentates of Europe. Uncle Sam, whose 
distinguished citizen Henry M.Stanley threw 
so much light on the secrets of the dark con- 
tinent, not having the colonizing instinct 
very much developed, looks on as a compar- 
itively disinterested spectator; but Germany, 
England, Italy, Portugal, and other nations 


are wooing the dusky maiden of the deserts | 


It is all a matter of busi- 
The Congo drains and opens up a vast 
area of territory containing many natives; 
these natives have wants which it is the am- 
bition of civilization tosupply. Civilization 
is quite prepared to furnish bibles, beads 
and rum in exchange for ivory, palm oil and 
gold-dust. The rivalry arises from the com- 
mercial industry of a lot of traders, who are 
all anxious to be first in a new field, 
control it. And so it goes. 

England’s experience in Africa has not, of 
late, been of so pleasant a nature as she could 
wish. Still, the ‘‘grasping islanders,” as 
someone calls them, are never content to see 
any portion of the inhabitable globe occupied 
by others. Under Bismarck’s influence, 
Germany has recently developed an astonish- 
ing penchant for colonization, and poor little 
Portugal ciaims that she was the first, and 
Ought, in common justice, to be allowed some 
finger in the pie. 

Amongst them all THe JunGE is inclined 
to let his sympathies go to Miss Congo. 
Whichever wins, she is pretty certain to get 
left, eventually. 

** Too many lovers puzzle a maid.” 


most assiduously. 
ness. 


and to 


THE WHIPPING POST FOR 
WIFE-BEATERS. 


In the civilization of the age, all brutal and 


| degrading formsof punishment are to be dep- 


recated and it is hard to conceive a more bru- 


| whipping-post. 


taland degrading punishment than that of the 
And yet, for certain classes 


| of crime, it is hard to imagine a more suita- 





| all this would be different. 


ble penalty. That it is efficacious we know, 
for it has been tried. After the garotters 
in England had set the law at defiance, and 
laughed at all the penalties the law could 
inflict upon them, Parliament passed a law 
prescribing the whipping-post for that class 
of criminals, and in an incredibly short space 
of time, garotters were no more heard of. 
And the same plan has worked well in keep- 
ing down the criminal population in our 
sister state of Delaware. 

A law is proposed for this state, to inflict 
the penalty of the whipping post on wife- 
beaters. THE JUDGE pronounces unhesita- 
In the first place, if 
anyone merits the lash, it is the coward who 
would abuse his superior strength to ill-treat 
& woman—the womun of all the world whom 
it his duty, as it should be his privilege, to 
cherish and protect. 
crime is altogethe a sure proof 
that the law does not afford to women the pro- 
tection that they entitled to. And, 
finally, any penalty which, under the exist- 
ing state of things, can inflicted on the 
malefactor, falls at least as heavily on the 
misused wife as on the brutal husband. 

What is the use of fining a wife-beater?— 
It only increases the poverty in which both 
husband and wife are probably steeped, and 
the woman will suffer more than the brute. 
What is the use of sending him to jail? His 
labor is probably all that the wretched 
woman has to look to for the support of 
herself and her children, and ten days on 
the Island for the bread winner means ten 
days destitution and beggary for his hapless 
family. For this reason it isextremely diffi- 
cult to get the ill-used women to complain of 
theirhusbands. They will make any excuses, 


tingly in its favor. 


In the second place, the 





are 


be 


| or even perjure themselves, to secure an 


acquittal. In some cases, perhaps, the un- 
willingness of the ill-used wife to testify may 
be attributed to fear, or perhaps—for who 
knows how much woman’s heart will endure— 
she actually still loves the brute who misuses 
her. 

But if the magistrate were empowered to 
order a given number of lashes, well laid on, 
and then send the brute about his business, 
To such cowards 
physical pain is the only true punishment, 
and the man who had once tasted the disci- 
pline, would be careful not to offend again. 


| Fear, asan element in suppressing testimony, 


would be eliminated, and so would dread of 


| want, for the man could go to his work 


without the loss of a day. 
It is argued that the punishment is brutal 
and degrading. True; but a man who beats 





| a woman is a being whom no punishment 
could further brutalize or degrade. The 
experiment is, at least, well worth a trial, 
for, so far, our laws have proved insufficient 
to {cope with and control the savagery of 
wife-beaters. 





ROLLER SKATING. 


Or all the queer manias that ever drove 
an averagely sensible nation distracted, the 
roller-skating mania is decidedly the queerest. 
It is no new thing—this wheeling the human 
body about on little wooden castors, as if it 
were a sofa—but it is a new A few 
people ‘‘skated,” as its votaries are pleased 
to call it, but within the last year 
the majority of the population has mounted 
itself on little wheels, and sent up boxwood 





craze. 


years ago, 


to famine prices. _ Every little town in the 
country has its skating rink —many of them 
more than one, and they all find patronage 
and make money. 


Now the interesting social problem arises 
wherein lies the pleasure in roller skating? 
The keen enjoyment of skimming through the 
sharp winter air over the frozen surface of a 
lake or pond is easily comprehensible. This 

pursuit is the very acme of healthy exercise. 

But to tumble yourself about on little wheels, 

through the vitiated atmosphere of a crowded 

hall, amid a clattering din from the 
, mented, dusty floor—if this be pleasure, then 
welcome purgatory. 

Yet there must be some attraction in it 
for some people. Perhaps it lies in the facil 
ities it offers for flirting. The little wheels, 
with which the lower surface of the alleged 

‘skate ” is covered, render the ‘‘skater’s” 
footing insecure, and young ladies find an 
advantage in the support of a manly arm. 
To paraphrase the reason given by a young 
lady for the enjoyment of the waltz—‘‘ the 
skating’s nothing, but the hugging is heav- 
enly.” These rinks generally contrive to 
have a few professional ‘‘ mashers ”’ in atten- 
dance, who teach the young ladies how to 
stand erect on the wheeled monstrosities, 
and even elope with such of them as seem 
worth it. Already country papers have been 
more than once called on to chronicle the 
flight of ‘‘ Miss , a daughter of one 
of our wealthiest citizens, with Professor 
, the handsome and dashing young 
instructor at the Columbia Rink.” 

It is all right, we suppose. If young 
ladies wil] frequent the very mixed society 
of the average skating rink, and if parents 
will allow them to do so, there is nothing to be 


tor- 


said. The ‘“‘mashing” days of the coachman 
are over: he is nowhere beside the festive 


knight of the rollers. The divine accom- 
plishment of the hour is his—he can preserve 
his equilibrium on a set of little wooden 
wheels, and gyrate round a barn without 
measuring his length on its dusty boards. 
Beside such talents as these, worth, 
ability and honesty are drugs in the market. 

But it is not the hearts alone of the fair 
frequenters of the rinks that are in peril. 


posit ion, 






























































There is an actual spice of danger in the 
pastime. Not a day passes without the 
papers being called on to chronicle some 
more or less severe accident ‘‘ at the skating 
rink,” and broken bones and disfigurements 
are rife Even fatal injuries have been in- 
flicted, as witness the fate of the young girl 
at Yonkers a few weeks ago, who died from 
injuries received while ‘‘ roller skating.” 

It is to be hoped that this craze will die 
out as suddenly as it has arisen, and that 
some more healthful and less objectionable 
form of amusement will take its place. 





THE DYNAMITERS ANNOYED. 


THe JupGE has received a very singular 
letter, written in the efflorescent and inflated 
style which Irish Patriotism has adopted as 
its own, and containing such epithets as 
‘‘Hell Hound,” ‘*Derty Dog,” ‘* British 


Spy,” and many others, some of which are | 


unmentionable, and others illegible. 


sing by these little compliments, THe JUDGE | 


begs to acknowledge receipt of letter, and 
express his awe at the hints therein contained, 
pointing to his early and terrible death. 
Furthermore, he congratulates his correspon- 
dent on his evident familiarity with the 
popular explosive, as Dynamite was the only 
word of more than one syllable which was 
correctly spelled. By way of emphasizing 
his remarks, our correspondent enclosed us 
the centre of No. 174 of THE 
JupGe. Much obliged for the courtesy, but 
we had seen it before, thanks. 
respondent omitted to furnish his address, 


cartoon 
Our cor- 
or we should have been pleased to recipro- 


cate by sending him a copy of our next 
dynamite picture. 


ANOTHER ILLUSTRATED 


ADVERTISEMENT. 























AM aug a 


WANTED. 


HELP 





| 
Pas- | 





Dupe—‘“ If [wasn't afraid of wetting my gloves, I | 


would endeavor to render that person assistance, 
evidently in necd of help.” 


The Elder at the Arion. 


| THe Arion Ball, it was just at its height, 
When the Elder, his face brimming o’er with delight, 


Was heard to declare, midst the glitter and noise, 


That he only was there to ‘‘ look after the boys. 


A sweet, pretty creature, in shepherdess dress, 


Said at once, ‘‘The old gentleman's verdant, I 
guess;” 
So she timidly whispered, ‘‘ I'm little Bo-peep, 


And please, sir, I’ve lost every one of my sheep!” 


So sweetly she begged him to help in her search, 
| That the Elder at once left the boys in the lurch; 
And solemnly vowed he would find all her flock, 
If it took him an hour and a half by the clock. 


‘*Oh, thank you,” she murmured.” and may I come 
too?” 

And she glanced at him sideways, disclosing to view 

Eyes sparkling so brightly from under the mask, 

That the Elder quite longed in their sunshine to bask. 


With the sweet little beauty tucked under his arm, 
The Elder walked off, thinking ‘‘ where is the harm? 
And if it 7% wrong —’ 
The Elder said something commencing with D! 


here, as sure as can be, 


I can not approve of ‘iat word, I declare, 

For I don’t think it’s nice for a churchman to swear; 

Oh pray, gentle reader, excuse the old elf, 

Perhaps, gentle reader—you've ‘‘ been there your- 
self.” 


Ife was surely bewitched! When the Shepherdess 
danced 

In her wake the old gentleman capered and pranced, 

And he kicked up his reverend saintly old heels 

In Lancers, and polkas, and galops and reels. 


* * * 7 * * * 


small” 
The elder came home from that Arion Ball; 
With his money all gone, and I think it but right 
To tell you quite frankly—the elder was tight / 


In the hours that the poets denominate ‘‘ 


MORAL. 
Oh, elderly man, of the clerical clan, 
Fly away from a ball just as fast as you can; 
Should you stay, don't run after Bo-peep—if you do, 
The Shepherdess surely will try to fleece you / 


HELEN THORNE. 


THE newspapers, which like him not, seem 
determined to keep General Butler’s name as 
promptly as ever before the public, by calling 
attention two or three times a week to the 
fact that he is “‘sunk in oblivion,” and 
heard of no more. 








He is | 


| land's 





We Never Speak. 


WE never speak as we pass by, 
Altho’ a tear bedims his eye; 
I know he thinks of when he wrote 


His name across my three month’s note. 


Our Shakspeare wrote some pretty good 
comedies, and so did Moliere; but Dante’s is 
the only Divine Comedy. 

‘* MISFORTUNE is sometimes the making 
ofaman.” Amen! If you can win Miss 
Fortune, heart and hand, she’s the girl to set 
you up. 

WHEN the citizen of a Colorado mining 
camp looks round on his hairy comrades, he 
knows, better than the learned commentator 
can tell him, whom Billy Shakspeare had in 
his eye When he made the pertinent remark 
that he was ‘‘ bearded like a pard.” 


» 


t=” Look out for the large extra picture of Cleve- 
Inauguration Ball which will be given away 
with the next * Judge.” 





AGGRESSIVE 


ADVERTISING, 


Say, boss ; 


what's ther charge fur ter let out that ere 
space fur advertising purposes ?” 


? 


Another Dynamite Outrage. 
IN TWO OUTRAGES. 


Outrage 1. 


Mr. DYNAMITE, as we before remarked, 
continued to sally forth each evening with 
the greatest regularity. What adventures he 
was in quest of Mrs. Dynamite could not 
determine. 

She gave so much thought to the matter 
that she considered herself in imminent 
danger of an attack of brain-fever. 

After Mr. Dynamite had on two occasions 
returned home smelling of oysters and beer, 
and had murmured several times ‘‘ Darling” 
in his sleep, she could stand it no longer, and 
determined to follow him. She had her 
waterproof and veil ready for immediate use, 
and with great forethought she placed her 
pocket-book in her pocket. The next even- 
ing, when Mr. Dynamite began to put on 
his overcoat, she slipped down stairs and out 
the basement door. Mr. D. lighted his cigar 
and proceeded leisurely toward Broadway. 
With great fear and trepidation his wife 
followed in his footsteps and was amazed to 
see him walk up the steps and enter a popular 
skating rink. 

Out came her pocket-book, and she was 
inside the buiding almost as quick as he was, 
but she lost sight of him in the crowds. 

Taking her place among the spectators, she 
patiently awaited further developments, and 
before she knew it she was deeply interested 
in the movements of the skaters. 

“* There goes old Dynamite with his girl,” 
exclaimed some one behind her. 























FINANCIAL BRAYING. 
V7*hnich will get 


The words almost paralized her, but the 
next instant he hove in sight. 

Yes, there he was, the perfidious monster 

encircling the waist and holding the hand 
of ashameless huzzy, the two gliding over 
the floor together as gracefully as if they’d 
been born on roller skates. 

And the girl! Good heavens it was a shop- 
girl, one that had frequently sold her ribbons 
und yelled for cash in a Sixth Avenue store. 

When Mrs. Dynamite recognized her hus- 
band’s companion she hesitated no longer. 
She would show Mr. Dynamite that two in 
the same family could skate. To be sure 
she’d never tried a pair of skates, but it looked 
easy enough, and if the old fool could do it. 
she could. 

Quickly she hired a pair of rollers, and 
quickly they were strapped upon her feet. 
She removed her veil, but not her water- 
proof, braced up against a pillar for support, 
and laid out a plan of action. 

She would wait till the couple came around 
again, and as they neared her, she would 
skate up to them and confront them with 
their perfidy—and she did. 

As they approached, she struck out bravely, 
and fell sprawling at their very feet. Dyna- 
mite tripped over her, got entangled in the 
water-proof, and, of course, the shop-girl 
went down with the rest. 

When they picked Mrs. Dynamite up, she 
was insensible, and when Mr. Dynamite saw 
her face, he wished he could change places 
with her. He got her home somehow, 
laid her on the bed, and sent for the doctor, 
and ever Mrs. Dynamite has been 
nursing her wrath, a sprained ankle, and a 
broken nose. She goes about on a crutch, 
and Mr. Dynamite doesn’t visit the skating 
rink—evenings. 

He takes his innings there afternoons, 
while his wife thinks he’s at business. 

The shop-girl goes too, for Mrs. D. wrote 
a note tothe proprietor of the store where she 
was employed, got her discharged, and now 
old Dynamite pays her board, and she skates 
afternoons with him, and evenings 
another fellow. 

Little Tommy doesn’t know what makes 


since 


the 


with | 


—— 
mest ney 


tli.~ 


she should box his ears when he only just 
asked her to buy him a pair of roller skates. 

Mr. Dynamite 
row of her soul, and he keeps silence most 
discreetly. 


F. CUTTER. 


‘ 


K out for the large extra picture of Cleve 
which will be 


es 
y 
oe 1 


{ land’s Inaugu- 
ration Ball u 


give away With the next “ Judge 
To increase the milk supply—water the 
COWS. 


‘**CLEVELAND is always as good as his 
word,” Since he has given his word to the 
Civil Service people that he will not let down 
the bars for the whole hungry crowd to rush 
in, the hungry crowd is trying to hope that 
he will be better than his word. 


A PAYMASTER in the U.S. Army left his 
post on Christmas day without leave, and 
with five thousand dollars government funds 
in his possession, and went and got on a tre- 
mendous drunk, and when he he had sobered 


up, came on to Washington and paid over | 


the money, every dollar of it, to the proper 
denartment. Such is the stark-naked outline 
of a story which seems to us to contain moral 
meat enough if cut up fine, to stuff out many 
a yard of sausage for Sunday school and 
temperance society consumption. gut is 
the story true? That the Major had public 
money in his possession when he left his 
post without leave, without saying. 
That he ever turned up and paid over the 
money at Washington is, of course, what no 
sane American will believe, unless you grant 
him that the Major did it while still under 
the influence of liquor. The E. Philadelphia 
C. which reports the case, indignantly wants 
to know what the Government means by em- 
ploying such people. And truly, itis an aw- 
ful state of affairs when any official, intrusted 
with other people’s money, runs away from 
his post, yet fails to make away with the funds. 
As the paymaster was confessedly on a bender, 
this failure to steal the money, was, of 
course, nocrime, but it was a serious blunder, 
and we vote unanimously to cashier the 


goes 


his mother so cross, and he doesn’t see why | Major for uncashierly conduct. 


alone knows the secret sor- | 





The Weary Pedestrian. 
A WEARY traveller stopped to rest 
Near Smithson’s residence, 
He bent his tired legs and sat 
Upon the barbed wire fence. 


I heard a wild unearthly yell, 
And noticed at a glance 
That several barbs on Smithson’s fence 


Were sticking in his pants. 
Now that weary traveller walks 
In fearful 
And when he 

He leans 
| nd 

UncLE ANDREW JaAcKson—‘‘ Didn’t I 
always tell you that my nephew Bill had the 
real game Jackson spirit in him; though 





iwony 
wants to take a rest 


igainst a tree. 





while he was round here he seemed to be 
nothing but a loafer anda gambler. And 
now do you know he has turned out a 


regular hero.” 
Neighbor(who has his doubts) 
what is he doing now?” 
‘* Well you would hardly believe it, but I 
saw a letter from San Antonio last week, and 
| the writer says that Bill is down in Texas 
| fighting the tiger night and day—who you 


‘** Indeed, 


| know, is a far uglier customer than the 
grizzly. Yes sir, give ‘em a change of scene 


lo 
and the Jackson blood will tell every time. 
| 
| MaGistRaATE (with dignity) — ‘ No, 
prisoner, you must understand that stealing 
an umbrella is as much an offence against 
the law as stealing a pocket-book. Iam well 
aware that other views prevail in some 
quarters, and the consequence is that no 
man’s umbrella is safe It was only the 
other day that mine was taken, up at the 
Carter House. No; the case against you 
seems clear enough, and you will have to tind 
bail for your appearance at the April sessions 
or be locked up.” 

Prisoner—‘‘ But my umbrella was stole, 
too, hain’t I a right to take it back wherever 
I find it?” 

** Of course, but that has nothing whatever 
to do with the case against you.” 

Bas: Now, then, old hoss, we'll about 
| that—suppose you hand over that umbrella 
| with the dog-head handle standin’ agin your 
cheer that you stole from me at the Carter 
House day before yesterday.” 

‘*What do you mean, vou scoundrel, to ad- 
dress such language to me? Why this um- 
brella that you claim, I merely exch—took— 
when mine was stolen—in place of it—as any 
man would—not another word 
I’]] —_—_” 

Sut he didn’t, for the Prisoner proved his 
property on the spot, and the—well, the 
scene which ensued was that the Magistrate 
was glad to get out of it by breaking up the 
sitting and adjourning the court and the 
crowd over to Palmer’s, where he continued 
pretty much all night setting up the oysters 
and liquor for the prisoner and his friends, 
and his friends’ friends. ‘There is really 
nothing more to say about this case, but how 
dismiss it without mentioning that the Magis- 
trate rose the morrow morn a sadder and a 
wiser man. How few would believe that the 
phrase was our own property? Most people 
would take it for granted that we had stolen 
it. Will have nothing to do with it on such 
terms, but will add, while putting on our 
overcoat, that honest people who steal um- 
brellas—and the umbrella who knows his 
owner—and innocent glass houses guilty of 
throwing stones—and Palmer is blest when 
judex damnatur. 


see 





Prisoner, or 
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POINTS. 


A sore point ~a boil. 
A false point—a wax nose. 
A sharp point—a needle’s. 
A sound point—a triangle’s. 
An old point—the north pole. 
A new point—baby’s first tooth. 
A good point —a church steeple. 
A strong point—a cheese knife’s. 
A hidden point—the pin in the sofa. 
A sure point—Montreal (for cashiers. ) 
A poor point—}#?~This way to the alms- 
house. 
No point—the circus joke. 


The prettiest ear doesn’t always hold the 
biggest diamond. 


It’s an ill-wind that blows no one good. 
sustles are growing in size, and newspaper 
subscriptions are booming. 


Josh Billings is sixty-seven years old. 
How he has escaped retribution all these 
years is a mystery that many puling para- 
graphers are pondering. 


**'Tiny conversation ” is now the fashion- 


able phrase for ‘‘ small talk.” In this case 
a dude’s remarks must have to be hunted 
for with a microscope. 

Prof. Huxley says a properly developed 
man weighing one hundred and fifty-four 
pounds, consumes twenty-two thousand nine 
hundred grains of water, daily. (Good gra- 
cious, what light weights Kentuckians must 
be! 








city. For instance, though Paris gives the 
best satisfaction in spring and summer suits, 
Chicago gives the best in divorce suits. 


An eminent writer says that irregular 
eating at restaurants is becoming a fruitful 
source of dyspepsia in our cities. 
the reason tramps and editors are so afflicted 
with the disease. 


The price of nails has been raised. 
will now be more careful, when they use a 
hammer, not to mash in their thumb nails 
instead of the spike they aim at. 


Connecticut boasts a woman who wears a | 


No. 9 shoe, but as there is hardly room 


enough in the little state for her to tramp | 


around without injuring other inhabitants, 


there is serious talk of exporting her to | 


Chicago. 

An English doctor says a person who can 
move his ears is a suspicious character, and 
cannot be trusted. In other words, such a 
person is not sincearaurally ear-nest in what 
he says and does. [One of these in a box. | 


A man named Smith Jones has been found 
frozen stiff in Virginia. It’s a bad state to 
live in anyhow, and when a man with such 
a name ventures so far from civilization, he 


might expect Nature would seize the oppor- | 
tunity to take some revenge for having her | 


creations labelled so outrageously. 


Don’t judge a woman by her bonnet, my 
boy. It is singular, but it is true, that the 
smaller, the sweeter, the more modest, and 
the more unassuming a woman is, the more 
outrageously wonderful is the headgear she 
sports. It is the only way in which the 
dear little creature can flaunt defiant inde- 
pendence in the public eye, and she improves 
the opportunity to the utmost uttermost. 

TOM ADDIS, 


[3 Look out for the large extra picture of Cleve- 


© 


land's Inauguration Ball which will be given away 
with the next “ Judge.” 
A worp to the unwary. Should Mr. 


Cleveland offer vou a chair when you visit 


him, don’t construe that act of courtesy into | 


an invitation to take a seat in his Cabinet. 


" Mot | sane) 7) ii / 
Lanta 8 | 














A COOL 


Mr. PULTRIGGER (to burglar) ‘y 
BuRGLAR—‘‘ 


his is loaded, and may Yo off.’ 


l’m loaded 100, and had bette ag go off first,” 





GET OFF. 





That’s | 


Women | 


‘Jef. Joslyn’s” Prospective Periodical. 


HENEVER “my ship 
comes in” from over the 
j seas, laden with cash assets, 

es 4° | am going to. start an 
alleged humorous weekly, entitled Jef. Jos- 
lyn’s Jovial Journal. 

I will have openings on the paper’s staff for 
one poet, a paragrapher, an artist, one ad- 
vertising solicitor, and the usual *‘ Office 
Bouncer.” 

Each applicant, however, must be well 
qualified for the positions noted above, and 
I shall rigidly examine them, as follows: 

(Imagine the Pegasian perpetrator in the 
Editorial den, and your humble servant ad- 
dressing him). 

“And so, Mr. M. Fillmore Jenkinson, 
you wish to become the J/Journal’s Star ma- 
nipulator of Muses! Well, I prithee sit thee 
down, and dash off a sample of your versifying 
ability. Say, for instance, take that old time- 
worn stanza with many changes, the “ Fe- 
male Accident ” with the first, second, and 
third lines commencing respectively ‘‘ There 

-” * Who ———_.,” “* But - —,” 
etc., etc.,—and see what you can make of it. 
If satisfactory, you’ll be engaged at the royal 
‘compensaish ’ of four dollarsand fifty cents 
per week from thisdate. Wind up the crank 
of thy poetic brain, and let thy rustling, 
rythmice quill slide!” 

Now suppose he flounders through, and 
submits something of this sort: 








There was a maid in our town 
Who wasn’t very wise, 
But tried to steal her sister's beau, 


And “ Sis,” scratched out her eyes. 





why, he would be rejected as incompetent 
| On the spot. 

But, if he gives mea screed after this order, 
| his name goes down on the pay-roll at once: 


There was an old lady named Blair, 
| Who went out to ride on a mare; 


But her equine reared up, 
And then back o’er its crup 


Per, she fell ‘‘ wrong side up—without care!” 





comm AS pi 3 a — 

| for you see, no snoozer can be a Metrical 
Muldoon of the day, unless he is familiar 
with the ‘‘ te-ump-ti-tum-tiddle-um—dee’ 
racket. 

As regards the one dollar per diem para- 
grapher, I'll simply ask him one question, 
| viz: ** What are the stock-jokes of a proficient 
| ‘phunny man’ on a comic publication? ” 
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If he glibly rolls off: ‘‘ The plumber, the 
banana peel, the ice tariff in summer, and 
coal rates in winter, the dude, the stern 
parent’s No, 14 boot, puns on the parts of a 
wagon, the solitary oyster in the church-fair 
soup, the ice-cream sign,—” and so on, until 
he only stops for lack of breath, why I’ll hire 
his services, but if he omits a singl®@ bald- 
headed, moth-eaten ‘‘ chestnut,” I will have 
tosay him nay, and wait for another pro- 
fessional ‘‘ yumerist’s ” application. 

Next, when the follower of Mike Angelo, 
Petey Rubens, G. Cruikshanks, and Frank 
Beard comes in to apply for the artist’s 
“sit,” I will give him this test: 

‘‘Now my would-be sketchist, just take 
your crayon, and on that calsomined partition 
over there, give me an illustration of ‘The 
Handwriting on the Wall’.” 

Should he then proceed to pencil the 
Scriptural scene of Belshazzar’s Feast, with 





the ‘* mene, mene, tekel upharsin ” attach- 
ments ete., I shall be obliged to declare him 
‘‘n. g.” immediately; but if he evidences a 
creditable sense of modern ‘* flipness,” and 
delineates an impecunious ‘* ]Jah-de-dah” be- 
ing thwarted in an attempt to ‘‘ stand off” a 
tobacconist for a package of cigarettes, by a 
‘*No Trust” sign, wny | will clasp him to my 
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bosom, and install him as cartoonist for the | 
Journal forthwith, at twenty-three dollars | 
per month, and ‘* board ”’—upon which to 
tack his drawing-paper. 

The advertising solicitor will be compelled 
to obey the following commandments: 

Ist. ‘hou shalt not obtain advertisements 
for any other sheet except the Journal! 

2nd. Thou shalt uot take the name of the 
Editor in vain, i. ¢. to promise a eight-line 
**ad.” for a four-line price! 

3rd. Remember that thou keepest out thy 
five per cent commission of the collections 
only. Borrowing a portion of our coin tem- 
porarily,—to be repaid when thou success- 
fully locatest the roulette-ball in the ‘‘double 
O ” compartment—will not be tolerated! 

4th. Honor thine own sight-drafts, but 
don’t draw any on the Journal ! 

5th. Thou shalt not ‘‘ booze!” 





6th Thou shalt commit assault and battery 
on any contemporary’s agent who beats thee | 
of a good cash advertising patron! 

7th. Thou shalt not kick against paying 
thine own fine for the same in police courts! 

8th. Thou shalt bear false witness concern- 
ing our rival’s circulation! 

9th. Thou shalt not covet thy employer’s 
head-light diamond! 

10th. Thou shalt get up and hustle around 





lively after ‘‘ biz,” from 7 a. M. ’till 6 P. m! 





In reference to the “ Office Bouncer,” he 
must be a giant able to sling ‘* Beautiful 


Snow” warblers down the shute to the cellar 
with one hand, toss people with bills against 
the editor through a sixth story window 
with the other, and kick armed and _ blood- 
thirsty citizens looking for the ‘slanderous 
article” out of the sanctum with his brad-awl 
pointed shoes, all at the same time. He will 
be allowed five thousand per annum for his 


A Familiar Cry. 


I 
THE noble Indian roams the plain 
In search of scalps he wants to lift. 
He hangs another at his belt, 
And still is heard his « ry- the drift— 
‘* More hair.” 
I. 
The Englishman in crowded car, 
Looks vainly up and down the aisle; 
He draws one breath, and bellows forth— 
In tones that could be heard a mile— 
‘ More h'air.” 
Ill. 
The pretty girl a-shopping goes, 
And wants to buy a handsome shaw]; 
She steps up quickly to the clerk, 
And says, with such a pretty drawl: 
** Mo’hair.” 
IV 
The boarder asks for rare beefsteak— 
. 
The waiter brings it overdone, 
Then sets his face with angry lines, 
And shouts he at th’offending one— 
** More rare!” 
v. 
But Indian, Briton, boarder, maid, 
With ery and bellow, shout and drawl, 
Cannot compete with him who sees 
In butter, that he thought was bald, 
More hair. 





CH Look ont for the large extra picture of Cleveland’s Inaugu- 
ration Ball which Will be given away with the next “ Judge.” 


THESE thick coming earthquakes are the 
editor’s opportunity. If he undertakes his 
business he can avoid ‘‘ earthquake” and call 
it a seismic something every time, till the 
column is full. That the majority of readers 
won’t understand whether the ‘seismic 
disturbances” and the ‘‘ seismic phenomena” 
are a new kind of Ingersollism, or Commun- 
ism, or other diabolism, is unfortunate, of 
course, but it can’t be helped. Educating 
newspaper readers up to the learned editor’s 
level is a slow process. 


invaluable aid in properly conducting the 
Journal ! 

If I can secure a staff as per foregoing pro- 
gramme, I think my contemplated venture 
in Press-dom will succeed; and when I get 
my scheme in running order, THE JUDGE 
will be the first paper I shall put on the 
7 a ”-change list with Jef. Joslyn’s Jovial 
Journal, 


‘¢ Jer. JOSLYN.” 


_ for Mr. Box, and one for Mr. Cox. 


The New Box and Cox. 


Mr. Box was a dramatic author, and Mr. 
Cox was a doctor. Mr. Box’s clients con- 
sulted him when they had an idea, and Mr. 
Cox's clients consulted him when they had 
an ailment. Mr. Cox and Mr. Box boarded 
in the same house, just as old Mr. Box and 
Mr. Cox did. 

One morning there came two letters, one 
Owing 
to a mistake in the orthography, or an indis- 
tinction in the graphology, or a defect in 
the servant’s intelleet, Mr. Box got Mr. 
Cox’s letter, and Mr. Cox got Mr. Box’s. 
The one Mr. Box got ran as follows: 

**Dear Sir!—I have been thinking very 
seriously about the weight, or oppression, on 
the chest, and the more I think of it the 
more certain I feel that it must proceed from 
the pressure of a foreign body, as I feel sure 
nothing else could produce the same effect. 
I will call about 4:30 this afternoon, and 
hope to hear your views on the subject. 


| Yours,” and here followed a hieroglyphical 


signature. 

Now Mr. Box was not so bewildered by 
the above letter as it might appear at first 
sight that he would naturally be. 

The fact was, he was at the time in cor- 
respondence on the subject of a farce he was 
writing, in which the hero hides himself in 
an ‘‘Ottoman,” where he is nearly smothered 
by an elderly lady who seats herself on it, 
and declines to move. 

Mr. Box, therefore, naturally read “‘ chest” 
for ‘‘ Ottoman,” and gallantly held himself 
in readiness for the promised call. 

But we must peep over Mr. Cox’s shoulder, 
and see what he has got. ‘The note he 
received ran as follows: 

‘** Dear Sir—I have an idea which I wish 
to call and consult you about. ‘This is very 
important to me, so, if possible, please be at 
home at 4:30 p. mM. Yours,” another hiero- 
glyphic. 

‘*Dear me!” mused Mr. Cox, “‘ who can 
the fellow be? It must be the very first idea 
he ever had. Nothing alarms folks so much 
as a novel sensation.” It chanced to be Mr. 
Cox’s ‘‘at home” hour, so he also was ready 
to receive his guest. 

It was a strange fatality which caused Mr. 





















































Box and Mr. Cox to receive each other’s let- 
ters, bit a still stranger one followed. Mr. 
Cox’s patient arrived at 4:30, and was shown 
into Mr. Box’s office, and Mr. Box’s client 
arrived a few minutes after, and was duly 
ushered into Mr. Cox’s office. 

When the stranger was shown in, Mr. Box 
received him with much urbanity, and after 
a little interchange of civilities, opened the 
business in hand by saying: 

** You wished to consult me about some 
new idea you have about the chest, I believe.” 

“Yes, sir; itis about the chest. Alto- 
gether about the chest.” 

‘* But that seems to me a mere matter of 
detail. If we settle everything else to our 
mutual satisfaction, I fancy we may let the 
chest take its chance.” 

‘Let my chest take its chance? Well, I 
guess you area cool hand, and no mistake. | 
tell you, sir, I look on the chest as a matter 
of the very greatest importance, and I wish 
to have it attended to before anything else.” 

‘*T am sorry I cannot agree with you, sir. 
I think one chest is as good as another.” 

‘* Well, I don’t, and if the chest is at all 
contracted—” + 

‘‘Of course, it is important to have it 
wide and deep, but that will be all right, no 
doubt, and it must be nicely covered.” 

‘‘ With flannel, sir, scarlet flannel? ” 

** Well, I think that would be hardly suit- 
able, but that can be arranged afterwards. 
You spoke of a foreign body in your note 
this morning.” 

** Yes, sir, I did; and I have quite made 
up my mind it cannot be anything else,” 

** Well, that idea would be very easily car- 
ried out. What would you say to a fat old 
German lady? ” 

** What would I say toa fat old German 
lady? 1 would have nothing whatever to 
say to her. Do you mean to insult me, sir? ” 

“To insult you! why should I? You 
spoke of a foreign body yourself, and I merely 
oon outasuggestion. The nationality is of 
no consequence to my mind, but for the part 
she is to play, it is essential that she should 
be fat and old. 

The stranger eyed Mr. Box with an alarmed 
expression. He evidently came to the con- 
clusion that his medical adviser was a raging 
lunatic, and Mr. Box felt equally puzzled 
and uneasy at the strange conduct of his 
guest, who now thought his wisest course 
was to humor the madman, and get away as 
soon as possible. So he proceeded with a 
nervous smile: 

** Yes, yes; I will have a very fat old Ger- 
man lady, if you think it best. Hi diddle 
diddle (facetiously) all right; very satisfacto- 
ry, I’m sure. By-bye, Doctor; Ta-ta,” and 
the stranger made a very rapid exit. 

** Well, of all the asses | ever heard bray 
that one is the greatest!” said Mr. Box, as 
he assumed his interrupted business. 

Meanwhile, ‘‘ the man with the idea ” had 
been duly ushered into Mr. Cox’s office. Mr. 
Cox eyed him curiously, as he entered with 
long strides, and flung himself into the near- 
est chair. 

‘** Let me tell it to you at once, there’s a 
good fellow,” he almost shouted. ‘‘My head 
is so full of it I cannot keep it in a moment 
longer. 

** Certainly!” replied the doctor soothing- 
ly. ‘*I think you complained of having an 
idea? No doubt it is very distressing just 
at first.” 

** An idea!” said the stranger, ‘‘ I should 
think I have an idea. None of your fifty 
cent humbugging fancies, but an out and 
outer. You said I should have a chest with 
a double back, slightly bowed, wide, and not 
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the sides too, to conceal what it is, as far as 
possible. That was about the ticket, wasn’t 
it?” 

‘**T hardly recollect,’ 


> 


said Mr. Cox, as he 
a policeman, with a view to the rapid expul- 
diagnosed as ‘‘ mad.” 


“Oh! yes, you did; or if you didn’t, some 
one of the other fellows did, but I’ll have no 





| such thing,” resumed the stranger; ‘‘ 1 saw 
| one yesterday, more the shape of a coffin than 
a chest, but splendidly ventilated. Noone 
| could breathe through my chest. Its not 
| half so broad as it looks, and it kept me 
choking and smothering all the time I was 
| trying to rehearse. 
**QOh! it is your chest after all,” said the 
| Doctor, feeling rather relieved, but still a 
little doubtful. ‘‘ Let me see,” and he ad- 
vanced and dealt his surprised visitor a 
pretty sharp blow on his ribs. 


for that ’ere crack!” yelled the recipient, 
and he rushed at poor Mr. Cox with such 
good will, that he was more than thankful 
to put himself under the protection of a 
policeman who entered at that moment, and 
it was not till the stranger had taken an action 
for assault, that the matter was really cleared 
up. 

Messrs. Box and Cox are now boarding in 
separate houses. 





‘* Chest or no chest, I’ll have satisfaction ' 





PATENTED 


too deep; plenty of padding over it and at 


gently touched the electric bell to summon | 
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GATE. 


DAUGHTER WHO INSISTS UPON COURTING OUT DOORS, AS IT I8 80 


The coal is furnished by the favorite one. 


A Change of Climate. 


*Twason a winter's night, I dreamed that in a sunny 
clime 

I plucked the luscious orange, and the tart, refresh- 
ing lime; 


: . ‘ " 2 | But the fancied pleasure faded, aye, it faded fast 
sion of his excited patient, whom he inwardly | 


away, 
When my brother's big cold foot meandered up my 
vertebrae. 





"Look out for the large extra picture of Cleveland’s Inaugu- 
Tation Ball which will be given away with the next “ Judge.” 


THe American young man, they say, mar- 
ries for money: the American young woman 
for alimony. 


Ir is reported that Mr. Bergh is down on 
on the creamatory. He knows full well that 
human cremation means starvation—for the 
worms. 


ADVANCED Pupil wants to know what 
bon ton is. Why abon ton is—let’s see—well 
it isn’t the sort of ton you get from the coal 
dealers. 


BENEVOLENT Physician (to Delicate Ele- 
vator Boy)—‘‘My lad, you’re running down!” 
D. E. B.—‘* Tell me something I don’t 


know. I’m always running up and down.” 
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AS we go to press more than half the 
theatres in town are giving extra perform- 
ances in honor of the Birthday of The Father 
of his Country. 


Casino, celebrating the event with a revival 
of ‘‘ Patience.” Miss Mary Beebe is an- 
nounced to appear as Patience, Laura Joyce 
Bell as Lady Jane, Irene Perry as Ladi 
Angela, Digby Bell as Grosvenor and J. H. 
Ryley as Bunthorne. 

These same people have been warbling in 
‘*Patience” and ‘‘The Sorcerer” at the 
Bijou Theatre, Boston, and the Boston papers, 
as a rule, have given them excellent notices. 
One wise-acre, however, attached to a well 
known Sunday weekly of the Hub, sagely re- 
marks, that ‘*‘ Mr. Ryley was not entirely at 
home as Bunthorne,” but adds ‘‘ that he is 
an excellent artist in all that he attempts, 


and that his effort did not fail to win ap- | 


plause.” 
Several years ago, about the time somebody 
offered a prize for any one that had never 


seen ‘‘ Pinafore,” there appeared one evening | 


at a well known cafe in town, an individual 
who declared he had never witnessed this first 
operatic success of Gilbert and Sullivan. 

The habitues of the place all crowded 
around to see this remarkable curiosity, and 
conjectures were rife as to where the man 
had been keeping himself. 

‘* He must have been living in some other 
country! ” 

‘Oh, no. He'd never been out of America. 
He could see, he could hear.” 

** Well then, my friend,” ejaculated a little 
Frenchman, ‘‘as ‘ Pinafore’ has been played, 
by grown people, children and negroes, in 





| every town and every hamlet of this wonderful 
| country, I can form but one conjecture, per- 


haps the gentleman has been in jail.” 

Alas, such was indeed the case, and the 
man who had never seen ‘‘ Pinafore” was the 
notorious Bennett who figured so extensively 
in the famous murder trial of the Jersey City 
Policeman. 

Not to have heard of Ryley as Bunthorne, 
is about as bad as never to have seen “‘ Pina- 
fore,” and like the little Frenchman, we can 
form but one conjecture as to the former 
abode of this alleged critic. 

Once more the male members of Mr. Daly’s 
company have been obliged to appear with 
clean shaven faces, and once again we see 
Miss Rehan in male attire. Weshould think 
John Drew would get tired of attempting to 


| raise a moustache. 
First and foremost on the list comes the | 


Just as he succeeds in growing what the 
girls call ‘‘a perfect darling” on his upper 
lip, Mr. Daly suddenly revives some ancient 
comedy and, presto, off go all the whiskers 
the company can boast of. 

Mr. Drew is more attractive with a mous- 
tache than he is without one, nevertheless he 
makes a tolerably good looking Captain 
Plume. Mr. George Parkes is more of a 
masher than ever as Captain Brazen, and 
Miss Rehan is a bewitching Sylvia and a 
fascinating Captain Pinch. Miss Dreher is 
a very beautiful Melinda, and her attire be- 
comes her admirably. 

Mr. Daly evidently has an eye for pretty 
women, for his actresses are nearly all hand- 
some. 

Miss Kingdon and Miss Dreher are ac- 
knowledged beauties, and Miss Fielding and 
Miss Rehan have scores of admirers. 

Even Miss Gordon, who plays a very small 
part in ‘“‘ The Recuiting Officer,” is as pretty 
as a picture, and we doubt if the play in 
ancient times was ever as well cast as it is 
now at Daly’s. 

In 1843 this comedy was played at the 
Old Park theatre, with Mrs. John Drew (the 
present Mr. John Drew’s mother) as Sylvia, 
but the rest of the characters were represented 
by people whom no one seems to remember. 

There is a story going the rounds that 
“The Recruiting Officer” was the first play 
ever produced in this town. Whether this 
be true or not, we know not. One thing is cer- 
tain, Mr. Daly’s revival of it has been an 








THE SILVER SHOWER. 
Eiow long will it last? 





emphatic success. His theatre has been well 
filled every night, and both actors and 
audiences have been in good humor. 

Notwithstanding all this, a few representa- 
tions of ‘‘ She would and She would not” and 
‘*The Country Girl,” will soon be given, 
and afterwards a farce by Von Schonthau, 
adapted by Mr. Daly, will be produced. 

hen the regular season will close, and 
Miss Clara Morris will take possession of the 
theatre, and will appear in a new piece. 

At the Star, Mr. and Mrs. Florence are 
holding forth in ‘‘ Our Governor” or “‘ His 
Little Hatchet.” Mr. Florence as Pinto 
Perkins evidently agrees with the sentiment 
expressed in the old song, ‘‘ Better tell a 
thousand lies, than cut one apple tree.” 

Mrs. Florence appears in unusually gor- 
geous costumes, and looks as youthful as 
ever. 

At the Madison Square, ‘‘ The Private 
Secretary,” with its naughty big big, D—— 
and its unseemly allusions to amorous luna- 
tics, and ‘‘Tom Jones by Fielding”—still 
delights large audiences. 

That new and novel play called ‘“‘ Uncle 
Tom’s Cabin” may now be seen at the Third 
Avenue theatre. ‘‘ A Bunch of Keys ” can 
be found at the Fourteenth Street theatre, 
while Robson and Crane are disporting them- 
selves at the Grand Opera House. 

The melancholy event which has closed 
the season at the Metropolitan Opera House 
will be deplored by all lovers of music. In 
Dr. Damrosch America loses her foremost 
musician, and a man who has done more 
than any other to popularize and disseminate 
the divine art in this country. 


(~ Look out for the large extra picture of Cleve- 
land’s Inauguration Ball which will be given away 
with the next “ Judge.” 


Epitaph on a Tomb at Bushey. 


From the “ Ladies Pictoriai.” 


HERE lies a poor woman 

Who always was tired; 
Who lived in a house 

Where help was not hired. 
Her last words on earth were, 
‘Dear friends, I am going 
Where washing ain’t done, 

Nor sweeping, nor sewing. 
And everything there 

Is exact to my wishes, 
For where they don’t eat 

There's no washing up dishes. 
I'll be where loud anthems 

Will always be ringing; 
For, having no voice, 

I'll get clear of the singing. 
Don't mourn for me now, 

Don't mourn for me never, 
I’m going to do nothing 

For ever and ever.” 





BRICK-LAYERS—chimneys. 


A York Co., Pa. husband had his wife 
arrested lately for pouring a crock of molasses 
on hishead. Our verdict is, served her right. 
It was a clear case of wasting sweetness on 
the desert hair, and the thrifty Pennsylvania 


Dutchman is not the man to stand it. Sie 
verdamme. 
A CORRESPONDENT, writing from New 


Orleans, informs the public that one of the 
most attractive objects to people visiting the 
Exposition —— to be the photohelios. 
This is as it should be. After all, there is 
nothing so interesting to the general public 
as a plain article in kitchen furniture. 
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Cupid. 
Cupid, naughty boy, one day, 
Left the muses all at play, 
Laying his darts, bright and sharp, 
On fair Sappho’s Ion harp. 
All his bows he broke in twain, 
Never to be used again, 
And his wayward flight did wing, 
To Anacreon’s ruby spring, 
Where at ease I did recline, 
Revelling in the sparkling wine; 
"Gain the bumper I do raise, 
Bachanals in song to praise, 
Ere I lift it to my lip, 
Love in it his wings doth dip, 
Thence in haste he star-ward flies, 
Past the sky's blue canopies; 
Now my soul is full of pain, 
Never to be calmed again, 
Now my heart is full of woe, 
Know not, care not where I go, 
Victim of his wanton love, 
Faithless as the nymphs who rove 

BERNARD J. KELIM®. 


A GRAND total—triplets. 


Hazy—Annapolis Naval Academy. 





[HE star-route—heavenward. 
Kuartoum to Lord Wolseley—‘ From the 
False Prophet, good Lord deliver us.” 





Ir is said that more bachelors than married 
men commit suicide. Naturally. Family 
cares leave the married man too little leisure 
for public affairs. 


‘* Nor in utter nakedness, but trailing” a 
tail five yards in length did she come—but 
she called it a train. 


BEATRICE wants to know what the beau 
ideal is. The beau ideal is the beau with a 
purse that will stand the ice cream all sum- 
mer and the oystersall winter; who will come 
when he is wanted and go when he is not; 
who will—but of the things that the beau 
ideal will cheerfully do and cheerfully not 
do, there is noend. Strive to attain unto 
him, Beatrice. The beau real you will find 
rather a shabby fellow in comparison. 








THE “Ss. T. W. B'S.” 
OR 
The Plot. 


Dynamite 
OF all sad words that ever were pent, 
The saddest are these—it might have bent ! 


Gilt Edge Academy is a institution for con- 
vertin’ the ignorant, situated about a eighth 
ov amile from miskool. The students there 
are fearful well posted onter all the topicks 
ov the da, an’ the doins ov the dynomiters 
has worked ’em up orful. A weak agoa 





delegation ov ’em waited onto us (3 boys iza 
** delegation),” an’ xplaned that a deep plot 
had been constructed for the purpose ov 
correctin’ the rongs ov the down-trodden 
skollars; a associating had been formed for 
undressing the atrocitis, and the motto was 
‘* Dynamite.” Well, we held a combination 
pow-wow an’ agreed to fall inter line with a 
branch organization fer mutual bennyfit an’ 
protection. 

Course I was intensly interested, coz *twas 
something nu. I hadn’t eny idea what ’twas 
all about, an’ I don’t believe eny of ’em did, 
but that didn’t matter. In formin’ Clubs 
’taint necessary ter hav a object—none ov 
“em do. 

bi-laws iz a heavy tax, an’ a club-room iz 
the main ingredients. Al! I nu was that we 
were to be terrible secret like, an’ have grips 
like groan-up people did. Tha made me 
secretary, coz I had a bottle ov red ink, 
whitch waz useful to imitate blood. 

One howlin’-cold nite, when the ther- 
mometer had ter stamp its feet ter keep warm, 
the charter members (whatever that menz), 
got to gether in my stable. We had to bribe 
the coachman to go an’ see his gurl while we 
used his warm room. 

The meetin’ was called to order bi one ov 
the * Gilt Edges” what had come down to 
assist in constructin’ us. He had ter get up 
inter a buggie and thump 2 coats ov varnish 
off before he could get order enuff ter lite the 
candle-dip. I* was plece-officer, coz mi 
father oned the stables, an’ got a black I try- 
in’ to a-just a difficulty between 2 fellers 
whitch wanted to be president. 

Then I rezined in favor ov Dorry Warren, 
the butcher’s boy what ways 150 pounds, 
when his hair’s cut. 

We got ter work rapid after that an’ turned 
out heaps ov resolutions. I sat up till 11 
o’clock getting out circulars to the folloin’ 
effeck: 


OFFICE OF 


THE SECRET SEVEN. 
A Fevenge Call. 
GREETIN!—A meeting ov the Stuck-To- 
gether With Blood Association will be held 
after skool next Wednesda, to consider the 
properzition ov blowin’ up the skool-teacher 
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SUSPENSION OF BUSINESS. 





if she refuses to give us one sesshon, and 
continues to insist on lickin a feller coz he’s 
late in the morning. 

*Tis the sense of this society that she’s done 
the ‘‘ blowin’-up” about long enuff. Free- 
dom to do az we want ter iz a heaving-born 
rite whitch must be preserved an’ kept, if we 
have ter sacrifice all the spit-curls an’ false- 
teeth the committee can drag on. 

St! Death! Remember the duty you owe 
yer family—an, don’t forget the pass word, 
** Fair Ross-lin.” 

P. S.—The members will oblige by gettin’ 
onter all the mince-pi and molassis cookies 
as is convenient. 

We realize the orful responsibility ov our 
pozish, an’ that if nature isn’t sustained our 
grate life work ma utterly fale, an gosneakin 
up spout at the rate of a mile a minit. 

Come early and avoid the rush. 

For perticulars see small Bill (Jenks), an’ 
don’t forget the pi. 

Evry member admited beyond the limits 
ov the ded-line must sho samples ov dynamite 
or something labeled to resemble it. 

*“ MUMZ” ther word. 
John (?————*) 
Sec. & Head Blower. 

We distributed these bills round mongst 
the skollars, an’ at meeting time most all the 
fellersstayed. ‘Teacher suspected something 
waz on the dockit whitch she hadn’t been 
invited to and arter pretendin’ to go home, 
came back an’ lookt inter the windo. 

The president waz jus warmin’ up in his 
little speech, an’ was remarkin’; In order ter 
make the ole hen see the argument from the 
proper ** point,” we must capture and intro- 
duce Retributive Justis in the shape ov a ex- 
plosive bent pin. I therefore move that a 
committee ov one be appointed to load an’ 
equip ab ass pin (a good, sharp one)! and 
to place the same in the despot’s chair, usin’ 
a similar angle as was employed in Mr. Grind- 
stone’s a fu weaks since in London. ‘This 
female tyrant iz gettin’ to regard herself 
mos az important az the queen ov the United 
States or Great England, an’ if something 
isn’t done ter open—just at that moment 
something was done, an’ ’twaz the skool- 
house door what happened to open. 

The door keeper had got so interested in the 
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A ROUGH 
Docror (angrily) ‘ Well, 2 whats ft 
Poor PATLEN1 I must have help ; 
DocToR We Po odness sakes tlive, do 
proceedings that he forgot his duty, an’ the 
alledged ** ole hen ” met with no opposition 


when she crawled around from the windo an 


raided the crowd. 
The fierce dvnamiters forgot their wild 
resolutions when they saw a pair ov big 


spectacles bearin’ down on’em |i 


ke the signal 
lites ov a ocean steamer, and fled in all direc- 
tions—under the seats, inter the desks, outer 
the windos. and one frightened little member 
would have disapeared in the stove if it hadn't 
been red-hot. 


Whether the teacher only wanted to 
frighten us, or whether she really couldn’t 
eatch us I don’t know. Certain it is evry 


stp exploder” escaped, and I havn't been called 
on ter issue any further calls to the ‘*S. a. 
W. B. Society;” they have adopted their 
own suggestion and 


“MUMZ” 


ther word. 
‘ CLYDE.” 





The Treacherous Type. 


THE widow of one of Tombstone’s most 
prominent citizens is gre atly incensed. She 
had desired to give her dear departed a 
‘*bang up ” funeral, as she expressed it, and 
have it favorably noticed in the local paper. 
So she interviewed the reporter herself on 
the subject, telling him to particular 
stress on the closing hymn, ‘ Believing, we 
rejoice to see the curse removed.” Imagine 
her horror and consternation the next morn- 


lay 
hy 


ing, when she read: ‘* As the remains were 
removed, the choir sang that beautiful and 
touching hymn, ‘ Believing, we rejoice to 


see the cuss removed ’.”’ 
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Heavenward Journeys 
Wen the dynamiter mixes up his deadly compoud 
Of nitric acid and some common lard 
And it gos ff in the making, and sends him sky 
higl i mile | 
W hy then he’s hoisted by his own pe tard.” 
When the thoughtless teamster lingers near the heels 
of his pet mule 
And isn’t wisely standing on his guard 
Oh, the long-eared cuss so vicious always kicks out 
at the fool,— 
And then he’s “ hoisted by his own pet’ hard !’ 


The Modern Wife. 
‘*T see you wear very fine cuffs.” 


a Yes: 





They Agreed. 

““MR. 

don’t like 

street and address you with ‘ Bill’.” 
**T don’t either.” 





Crushing. 


Time 11:45 P. M. 


my wife gave them*to me.” 


BANGs, your name is William. 
to hear people stop you in the 


J. ED. F 


I | 





Mr. Nightowl (gracefully bowing himself 


out)- 
me, Miss Candor.” 
Miss Candor (repressing a yawn) 


say good morning to him for you.” 








‘Say good night to your father for 


“Twill | 


| again this winter.”—Detroit Free Press. 








The Milkmaid’s Lovers. 


THe milkmaid’s young, the milkmaid’s fair, 
And the milkmaid’s name is Mary, 

She can deftly turn a patent churn 
And she’s queen of the farmer’s dairy. 


The ploughman made love to the milkmaid fair, 
And 
But he did not swear and tear his hair 


the maiden his love rejected, 


As the milkmaid fair expected. 


‘*I'm bound to heifer in peace or strife.’ 
The maiden heard him mutter 

“The queen of the dairy shall be my wife 
And I won't have any but her,” 


‘I'm in love with a druggist’s clerk,” she said, 
‘Then pray be not persistent; 

"Tis a pharmacist I'm going to wed 
And not 


a farm assistant.’ 


Bost 


m Courier. 





Is Cleveland a Knife-Eater. 

Is the next administration to be one of 
knives or forks? isa question now pending 
at the National Capital. 

It was ata dinner party recently to the 
President-elect that the Democratic lady who 
reports the fact was horrified to see the cold 
steel disappear,actually disappear within—-but 
why dwell on the picture? Of course, the 
woman confided the dreadful discovery to 
another woman. 

‘““To think of it! ” exclaimed the latter. 

‘* It’s perfectly awful! I’ve always been a 
Democrat, and have just prayed fora Demo- 
cratic President, but I didn’t think it would 
come to this pass. And the worst of it 
Cleveland isnot young. His habits are fixed, 
and there will be no use trying to put the 
fork in his hand! It’s a hopeless case; and 
then the tremendous contrast, you know, 
following on Mr. Arthur’s elegant manners 
and perfectly appointed entertainments. Oh,” 
she groaned, ‘* have we waited twenty-five 
years for a President who eats with his 
knife? "—N. ). Tribune. 
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The Thermometer. 


Her got on the front platform of a Wood- 
ward avenue car yesterday morning and had 
a brief conversation with the driver before 
entering. When he sat down the subject of 


_ conversation had already been opened. It 
| was about the state of the thermometer. 
‘** 1 looked at mine as I left the house,” re- 


| marked a shiverish passenger, ‘‘and it marked 


twelve degrees below.” 

‘* What! only twelve below?” exclaimed 
another. ‘‘ Must be something wrong there. 
Mine showed fifteen and was going down at 
that.” 

*« Yours must have been in a warm place,” 
said the third passenger. ‘‘I have a very 
reliable thermometer and it showed a little 
over sixteen degrees below as I took the car.” 

Two or three others had their say and 
when the cold had been brought down to 
twenty degrees below, the mean men arose 
and, 

He opened the front door and the ther- 
mometer he had hung up was handed in to 
him. He took it and passed it from man to 
man, that all might see. It registered ex- 
actly seven below. Nota word was said for 
a long time, but the silence was at last broken 
by the shiverish man saying: 

** Well, if that is to be sprung on truthful 
men in this fashion I'll not ride on the ears 
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The Difference. 
Now the merry sleigh-bells jingle, 
And there's not 
make 


a girl that’s single, 


But will her lover take her out to 


ride; 


ride, 
ride, 
And he'll sit within the cutter, 
Filled with bliss he cannot utter, 
With his elbow crooked his future bride, 
bride, bride. 


around 


But when she is his bride 
In a sleigh she'll 
Or enrich the man who keeps the livery,-y,-y, 


never ride, 





gut at home her husband—may be 
Will gently hold the baby, 
While she blithely brews the gladsome catnip 
tea, tea, tea, 
—wmeri ille Journal. 
Next Week. 


A MAN rushed into Mahler & Gale’s estab- 
lishment yesterday, and excitedly inquired: 

‘‘ John, can you change for a 
five?’ 

** Certainly,” replied the genial Mahler, 
who was always ready to confer a favor. 
‘** How will you have it?” 

** Anything will do me.” 

‘ Here it is then.” 

‘ All right, John. I’ll give you the five 
next week.”—Pretzel’s Weekly. 


give me 





Queer Custums. 

Mrs. De 
Mr. De 
*¢Oh! 
curious 


BLANK—“* Of all things.” 

Blank—‘* Well, now what?” 
nothing, I just happened to see a 
item about a Mexican servant who 
was paid $40, his three months’ wages, and 
immediately spent of it for a hat, a 
sombrero, you know.” 

‘ Yes, a Mexican is very proud of his som- 
brero. Some of them cost $250.” 

‘But the idea of a man paying 
price for a hat.” 

**Oh! the men in Mexico can easily afford 
to do that. The women don’t wear any 
bonnets, you know.” —Philadelphia Call. 
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Another College Man. 
WHEN the new reporter just from college 
started out to write up a fire, the “ fellows” 


| hold: 


THE JUDGE. 


AN humble boy with shining pail, | 
Went gladly singing down the dale, 

brindle tail, 
On clover her palate did regale 

A bumble bee 
Far over the 


To where the cow with the 


did gaily sail, 

soft and shadowy vale, 

To where the buy with shining pail, 
Was milking the 

The 
Her heels flew up through the atmosphere, 

And through the of the 
The boy soared into eternity. 

leveland Herald 


cow with a brindle tail 


bee sat down on the cow’s left ear, 
leaves 


chestnut tree, 


—(; 





A Gag. 

‘* How are times?” 

‘Very dull indeed, aud it’s all owing to | 
the election of Cleveland.” 

‘« Nonsense! ” 

** But I tell you it’s 
thousand dollars that four months from the 
day of his inauguration more than half the 
shops in Boston will be closed.” 

‘Moonshine. I'll accept your wager, but 
Four months from the fourth of 
March is what?” 

‘‘ Independence Day.” 

‘Take my hat.” 

_ No, it’s too big. 


sO, 


and I’ll bet you a 


Oa Boston Budge } 





Love's Dibriitins Dream. 


GEORGE Ah, my dear boy, so glad to 
see you. You remember the last time we 
met you were thinking of buying a gilded 


cage for your pretty bird.” 
Algernon—*‘ I’ve not been after any bird 
cages. You must have got things mixed.” 
‘**Oh, no, only speaking in metaphor, my 
dear boy. I mean that you hed your eyes on 
a lovely little house which you expected to 
buy for your home after your marriage with 
that dear girl, Miss De Rich. What acharm- 
ing wife you will have.” 
“Oh! ah! yes, yes, I understand now.” 
‘You sec ure d the _ se I suppose? . 
‘I got the refusal of 
Abd Miss De Rich; 
course?” 
‘* Well, I got the refusal of her, too 
refusal, bajove.”— Philadelphia Call. 


ae mies you, 


flat 








who had for many years been in the harness, 
smiled, and the managing editor, hearing of 
the joke, laughed and said: ‘* Now we shall 
have a thrilling account of the destruction of 
Rome. It is a pity our Greek font of type is 
not in working order. He could tell us of | 
all the great fires of Athens.” 

The young reporter came in after awhile, 
and without running his fingers through his 
hair or muttering in Latin, sat down and 
wrote the following: 

‘* Last night about eleven o’clock an alarm 


of fire was sounded. The city was not 
thrown into an intense state of excitement. 
neither did any of our brave firemen risk 


their lives. By the time the engines arrived, 
the house, an old rat-nest, situated in the 
eastern part of the town, was nearly destroyed. 
It is not believed that the fire was the work 
of an incendiary, neither does the impression 
that it resulted from a defective flue, prevail 
to any great extent.” 

The managing editor, when he read the 


| 
paragraph, turned to the new reporter and | 
said: ““You will make your mark, sir. Come | 
into this room,” pointing. ‘‘ Take the | 


position of city editor.”.—Arkansaw Travel- 
er. 


| —Dr. Sage’s. 


Method 

Jimmy Turrsoy is rather inclined to de- 
mand his rights of the head of the house. 
Sometimes he gets them: more often he 
doesn’t. He had determined to pass a half 
day on the ice, dedicating his new skates to 
god Zero, and laming his legs for a week. 
His obdurate parents objected. Jimmy, who 
is up to snuff, had read of the dynamiters, 
and prepared a deeply meditated revenge, 
He had one five-cent cracker left over from 
Fourth of July. He exploded it beneath the 


The Dynamiters’ Illustrated. 


baby’s cradle,scaring the infant out of breath, 
and filling the house full of sulphurous 
smells. 

** You horrid boy,” said his mother. 
‘* How dare you!” 

‘*T guess you'll let me go skating now, 
won't you?” 

‘Skating! Not another skating pond 


shall you see until next June.” 
Thus was resolution turned upon itself.— 
Hartford Post. 
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If you have catarrh, use the surest remedy 


| replied Esmeralda, who is 








Age of the Moon. 


‘“Wy do you suppose the feminine 1s 
used in speaking of the moon?” asked 
Kosciusko Murphy, of Miss Esmeralda Long- 
coffin. 

‘ Because 


she is so beautiful, 


on the 


| suppose,” 
shad) side 
of thirty-five. 

‘“* No, it’s because 
how old she is,”’ 
St ft ing s, 


there is no finding out 
replied the lunatic.— 7ecas 








YOUNG MEN!-READ THIs. 

THE VoL_tatc Berit Co., of Marshall, Mich., offer to send their 
connare d Evecrro Voitaic Be_t and other ELectric APPLI 
ANCES on trial for thirty days, to men (young or old) afflicted 
with nervous debiliiy, loss of vitality and man and all 
kindred troubles Al for rheuma n, neuralgia, paralysis 
and many r t ( plete restoration to health 

} Vigor and 1 hood guaranteed No risk is incurred as 
thirty days trial is allowed Write them at once for illus 
trated pamphl f 
PHYSICIANS | AND DRUGGISTS Combi Combining Tron 


th pure vege- 
tab le tonics, it 
quickly and com 
— Cures 

Jyspopsia, 
Indigestion, 
Malarta,Chills & 
Fevers, & Neu- 
ralgia. An un- 
failin remedy 
for Diseases of 
» Kidneys & 
aiver. Does not 
injure the teeth, 
cause headache, 
or produce con 
atipation, — other 
Tron medicines do 
The genuine has 
trade mark and 
crossed red lines 
on wrapper. 
Take no other 

MADE ONLY BY 
Brown Chemical Co 

Baltimore, Md. 
—_——— 
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This Paper is Printed With Our Inks. 


ALLGIVEN AWAY! 
&\, 3 GOLD WATCHES, 


4 Parisian Dolls, 
35 New Dresses, &c. 


The publishers of “Hapy 
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Th YOUR OWN HOME! 
THE UNITED STATES BUILDING CO, 


32 Liberty Street, New York. 
Houses built for shareholders and sold on the monthly 
payment plan. s eas rent 
Pl and desi s executed for those who are not share 
he slders 
Shares for sale as an Investment. Good 
Dividends Guaranteed. 
Send for ilar 
BOARD OF TRUSTEES 
How. CHaries R. Ear_ey, Pres’t N. Y., Ridgeway & Pitts. R. R 
Philadelphia, Pa 
Wintiram C. ALE eR, Civil Engine I rty Street, N. ¥ 
Da H. Wuirtrtr Capitalist, Albany, N. ¥ 
Wituiam H. Dox x, Vice Pres't and Treas , Elizabeth, N. J 
Winttram A. Dons ficial § pher, N. Y. Suy r 
Court, New York 
Jous T. Banker, Treasurer of tl k Railw a. F 
Cueever K.D Treasurer of tl I ni N.Y 
R. H. Mitter, Commission Merchant. 2 Bond St \ rk 
Raymond L. Down 1, § an I il Mana rty 
Street., New York 
OFFICERS 
Pi t CHas. R. EARLEY 
} Pres't and Treas Wituram H. Donrneton 
S d Gen'l Mana RayMonD L. DoONNELI 
irchitect Davip W. Kr 


ALBERGER 


BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 
GrandSquare d&Uprignt 
FIA WNOS. 


Warerooms : 3 W. 14th St. & 129 EB. 126th St. 


Sart Cure Pree 


wee 
Debility Masned 


A favorite prescription of a noted cpodialaar ( heaped re 
meee” iy ists can Gll it, Address 


ARD & CO., LOUISIANA, MQ 


COMIC SONGS! 
Great zitits ofthe Day!! 
‘How to be a Masher.” 
‘Its Wonderful, Isn’t It?” 
‘A Boy's Worst Friendis J/is [ 
‘Down de Rollin’ Brazos.” 
Mail, 10 Cts..41 


Civil Engineer WILLIAM C, 





Factory, N. E.corner 124 st. and Ist ave.. 








Lillian Grubb’s, 
Dollie Howe's 
Boody $ ne 
Rollicking Song, 
’’ Price, 
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THE JUDGE. 


A MARKET reporter says that his sweet- 
heart encouraged him, and he thought of 
marrying her at once, but a further advance 
was followed by a decline.—Louwisville Cou- 
rier Journal. 


AN Indianapolis dairyman put alive gold- 
fish in one of his milk cans and it died in 
fifteen minutes. Its apparatus probably be- 
came stopped up with the chalk.—P/iladel- 
phia Call. 


Miss CYNTHIA CLEVELAND’s temperance 
lecture in Athens, Ga., realized $4,a sum no 
doubt carefully calculated as sufficient to 
take her to the next town.—Philadelphia 
News. 


A NEW story is entitled: ‘ 
tation.” Most young men who have reck- 
oned up flowers, opera tickets, carriages, 
ete., etc., will acknowledge that most all flir- 
tations are paying.— Boston Post. 


A Paying Flir- 


A New York preacher has threatened to 


expel members of his church who visit the | 


skating rink. And yet nothing will bring a 
man on his knees so quickly as a pair of roller 


skates.—Hartford Post. 


‘What would you do if | 
asked a wife of her husband, 
fair white arms around his neck. ‘Well, 
really, my love, I hadn’t thought of it,” 
‘‘but I presume I'd 
Traveler. 


should die?” 


M r¢ hant 


bury you.” 


Now that telephone connection has been 
established between Chicago and St. Louis 
the immense advantage of the St. Louis ear 
is apparent toall. The St. Louis man wraps 


his ear all round the telephone and shuts 
out the noises of the workaday world.— 
Philadelphia News. , 
‘** Your age?” asked the Judge. ‘‘thirty- 
five, your honor,” replied the woman, Judge 
‘But you were thirty-five the last time 
you were here, three years ago.” She— 


(nd does your honor think I’m the woman | 


to say one thing one day and another 


— Boston Tra nscript. 


thing 


ONE of the handsomest and most unique 
and original ideas in chromo-lithography is 


the a ek Valentine, just issued by the 
Pope Nanufacturing Co., of Boston, Mass, 
The design, which is in twelve colors and 


mounted upon a panel, is a genuine work of 
The picture, from a painting by Cope- 
land, of Boston, is artistically divided into 
three scenic the first, a view of 
early sunrise, with fine atmospheric effect, 
approporiately framed by the tire of an Ex- 
is a strikingly beautiful view of 
picturesque country, a lady riding upon a 
tricycle accompanie .d by a mounted bie yclist, 
crossing a rustic bridge in the foreground; 
the last scene is a wheel by moonlight, 
bright rays of the hub-lights cutting the 
semi-darkness. Upon the ‘back of the panel 
is a poem descriptive of the picture. 


sections; 


How Pale You Are! 


of one lady to 
another. The fact is not a pleasant one to 
have mentioned, but still the act may be a 
kindly one, for it sets the one addressed to 
thinking, apprises her of the fact that she is 
not in good health, and leads her to seek a 
reason therefor. Pallor is almost always at- 
tendant upon the first stages of c onsumption. 
The system is enfeebled, and the blood is 
impoverished. Dr. Pierce’s ‘‘ Golden Medi- 
eal Discovery” will act as a tonic upon the 
system, will enrich the impoverished blood, 
and restore roses to the cheek. 





as she laid her | 


he | 


the | 

















United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 


Association, 
320 Broadway, 
= A 





ACCIDENT INSURANCE 
At Half the Usual Rates of Other Companies. 


WIECWREPeLiIpPp ee 


== 
Aa de AA de tee he A A Le heey 


The United States Mutual Accident 
520 and 322 Broadway, New York 
he World Thousands of claims paid. 
claims contested or unpaid 


$5. 





Association, 
The best in 
No valid 


| 
$5,000 insurances 


a Ye iT 


vith $25 a week Indemnity; 
costs $13 


JAMES R. PITCHER, Sec’y. 





‘CATARRHET [ly'’s Cream Balm 

Head. 
Gives Quick Relief. 
Allays 


tion. Heals the Sores 





Cleanses the 


Inflamma- 


Restores the 
of T 


Senses 
aste and Smell. 


A Positive Cure. 





Not a Liquid nor Snuff. 


HAY-FEVER 


cireular 


cents at 
mail, 


& cents 
Send for 


Druggists 

registered 

Sample by mail 1 
ELY BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y. 


CANDY 


Address, 


cents 





Send $1, $2, $3. or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer 
ica, put up elegantly, and strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. 

Refers to all Chicago. 

GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
75 Madison M., Chicago. 


HOME SCHOOL FOR 
PHYSICAL CULTURE, 
19 E. FOURTEENTH &T. 

FOR GENTLEMEN, LADIES, AND YOUTHS, 








Instruction Private. 
Send for Pamphlet. 
The “Home EXeRctser,” the best home 


gymnasium ever devised. Something new. Send for Circular. 








PROF. D. L. DOWD. 
| ANY LADY MADE BEAUTIFUL! 
| THE FORM BEAUTIFULLY AND PERMANENTLY DEVELOPED BY 
THE ONLY METHOD KNOWN TO SCIENCE. 
THE SKIN BLEACHED BEAUTIFULLY WHITE. 
Wrinkles, Pittings, Freckles, Moles, Moth, Blackheads and 


superfluous hair permane ntly removed. Hair, brows, and lashes 
restored and dyed any shade. Circl’s and testimonials 6 cents. 


MADAME LATOUR, 2146 Lexington Ave. N. Y. 





Custard Powder — Produces 
CUSTARD WITHOUT EGGS, at HALF 
THE COST AND TROUBLE, 


* j Sold tn Boxes at 18 cents, 
au fficie nt for 3 pints, and 36 
cents, sufficient for 7 pints. 
"ae POWDER 


LUXURY 
Manufacture * — ey Birp & Sons, Birmingham, 


The Famous English 


DELICIOUS 


Inventors & 


PASTRY J EVANS & SHOW EL |L, Philadelphia, Pa,, and 

and 21 Park Place, New York, Sole Agents for v. 
SWEETSIES. A., will Mail Free, on receint of address, “ Pas- 
Mailed TRY é Sweets,” a little work containing } ractical 


Hints and Original Recipes for Tasty Dishes for the 
Dinner and Supper table. 


ree. 
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THE LADIES FRIEND. 
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THE WONDER OF HEALING! 
CURES CATARRH, RHEUMATISM, NEURAL- 
GIA, SORE THROAT, PILES, WOUNDS, BURNS, 
HEMORRHAGES, FEMALE COMPLAINTS, &c. 


Used Internally & EB. rternally. Prices We. $1, $175. 


POND § EXTRACT C0., 76 Sth Ave., New York, 





NEAT AND ELEGANT 
BINDING. 
EXHIBITION. 


BOO K 
SPECIMENS ON 





IF YOU WANT GOOD me « ‘AT LOW FIGURES, SAVE 
CANVASSE R’S COMMISSION, AND COME DIRECT TO 
JAMES EF. WALKER, 

14 Dey Street, N. Y. 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 


Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 
Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Home Amusement. 
With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 


may be earned. §#~ VIEWS in stock, and made to order. 
Send for Catalogue. HART «& 





G 
185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 





Franklin Nquaré Lithographic C0. 


——STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS: —— 


—:0:—_ 


FINE COLOR WORK A SPECIALTY. 





PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHIC REPRODUCTIONS. 





Estimates Carefully Prepared. 
a 
324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 


— NEW YORK. 


PILES! PILES! PILES! 


Cured without Knife. Powder or salve. No 
charge until cured. Write for reference. 


DR. CORKINS, 11 E. 29th Street, N. Y. 














THE JUDGE. 





A BAD jury ina lawsuit—perjury.— Boston 
Courier. 

CHEAPEST gas—the demagogue.— Phila- 
delphia Call. 


A BLUNDER-BUS—kissing the wrong girl. 
—Boston Star. 

THe dark ages—women’s.—-San Francisco 
Chronicle. 


Morro of the cornet player—an high for 
an high, and a toot for a toot.— Washington 
Hatchet. 


‘*MAN is man’s greatest study, and how to 
get ahead of him his most persistent.” —-Bos- 
ton Globe. 


SOUNDER says his wife is the light-weight 
champion. She always stays up till he comes 
home.— Boston Budget. 


WHEN a trotting horse dies, it is always 
one day after his owner was offered a fabulous 
price for him.—Detroit Free Press. 


A New York man has a bulldog that can 
read. He acquired his literary tastes by bit- 
ing book-agents.— Newman Independent. 


THE latest thing in the way of soups is a 
puree of chestnuts. In other words, a funny 
column in a country newspaper.—The Bea- 
con. 


DUBUQUE conservatory girls carry their 
noon lunch in a music roll. It must sym- 
phony to see them at their hunger-ian rhap- 
sodies.— Philadelphia Call. 


Aw Alabama negro was heard to soliloquize 
philosophically; ‘De sun am go hot, de cotton 
am so grassy, de work am so hard, dat dis 
darky feel called upon to preach.”——Zz. 


THe Texan editor and father who penned 
the following paragraph must have had a 
tough time: ‘‘ If in proportion to size, a man 
could holler loud as a baby, there would be no 
telephones needed in this country.”—Fz. 


‘«Trs kind of strange,” remarked a reform 
man yesterday, “‘ what an influence force of 
habit has overa man. Now for four or five 
years after I quit drinking I had a whooping 
old headache the morning of every 5th of 
July and 26th of December. All force of 
habit.”—Oil City Blizzard. 


Some years ago a lady in Boston died. 
Her husband, being a strong Spiritualist, 
desired to hold communication with his de- 
parted, and inquired ifshe washappy. ‘Oh, 
yes,” was the reply, ‘‘ I am happy here; yet, 


after all, it isn’t Boston.”—-Burlington 
Hawkeye. 
‘* Wet, I never! Virgie Bushman, what 


did you bring home those little bits of oysters 
for? I can’t fry them, take them back,” re- 
marked Mrs. B., when Virgie returned from 
the fish market. 

‘‘That’s what you said for me to get. 
You said tell the man you didn’t want old 
ones, and those are the youngest he could 
find,” replied Virgie with quivering lip, that 
her mother should find fault with her first 
marketing.—Brooklyn Times. 


**1 Love Her Better than Life.”’ 


Well, then why don’t you do something 
to bring back the roses to her cheeks and 
the light to her eyes? Don’t you see she is 
suffering from nervons debility, the result of 
female weakness? A bottle of Dr. Pierce’s 
‘* Favorite Prescription” will brighten those 
pale cheeks and send new life through that 
wasting form. If you love her, take heed. 








“THE JUDGE” 


ILLUSTRATED COMIC WEEKLY, 
CLEVER; 
WITTY; 
SARCASTIC. 


ISSUED EVERY WEDNESDAY MORNING. 
For Sale By All Newsdealers. 


Five Dollars a Year; 


Ten Cents a Copy. 


THE JUDGE 


IS THE 


Best Value Ever (fered lor the Money, 


ALL THE 


DTDOPICS OF TEE DAT 


ILLUSTRATED 
A CORPS OF ABLE ARTISTS. 


TO ADVERTISERS: 


As an advertising medium THE JUDGE 
is unequalled, each copy not only being 
read by many people, but being preserved 
from week to week. THE JUDGE goes 


everywhere, is read by people of means 


and inteiligence, and meets the eye of 
THE CREAM OF THE PUR- 
CHASING CLASSES. 





ADVERTISING 

ON 

BUY IT; 
READ IT; 

SUBSCRIBE FOR IT. 


RATES FURNISHED 
APPLICATION, 





THE JUDGE, 


324-328 Pearl Street, 
NEW YORK. 
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THIS LAW NEEDED TO PUNISH THE HUMAN BRUTE 
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